into a mirror until suddenly the door slammed and a key
turned in the lock. I met Beghin's eyes.
There's nothing important that you don't know about.'
He sighed. 'Well, perhaps it does not matter. That is
past. We come to the report of the robbery. Frankly, my
dear Vadassy, I was a little sorry for you. It was an un-
pleasant thing for you to have to do. But it was necessary.
The man who searched your room and took the two spools
of film would know that he had taken nothing else. Your
report of valuables stolen would puzzle him. He would
be suspicious. But the situation deteriorated too quickly.
We had to take more drastic measures. Hence your arrest
this evening.'

'You mean that I am not really under arrest.'
'If you were under arrest, Vadassy, you would not., as I
have akeady pointed out to you, be sitting here talking
to me. You see, my good friend, we had to force his hand.
But we had to do it carefully. The agent who arrested
you was told to make it clear why you were being arrested.
If Duclos had not asked, the agent would have announced
that the charge was espionage. Now put yourself in this
man's place. You know that the photographs you have
taken have fallen by chance into another person's hands.
What do you do? You try to get them back. Having
failed, and suspecting that this person is playing some sort
of game, you decide to wait. Then this person is arrested
by the police on a charge of espionage. What do you
think? What runs through your mind? Firstly, that the
police have discovered that the photographs have been
taken, secondly, that this person may, in defending him-
self, lead the police to you. It is time, therefore, for you
to go. What is more, you have no time to lose. You
understand?'
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